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Prince of Wales, expressed the wish to visit the fort,
the Maharaja changed the subject so decisively
that the future King of England dared not insist.
The sun was setting behind the crenellated
ramparts of the great wall many miles in length that
crests the hills encircling Jaipur. Swiftly the tide
of darkness flooded the courtyard whence we had
set out, merging the motionless grey forms of our
elephants with the large shadows of the red-flowered
trees, from which some of the monkeys had de-
parted. On the abandoned palace lay the great
hush of evening ; brooding, unfathomable silence.
From far below us, steady as a metronome, came
the throbbing of a drum, monotonous, exasperating.
Alone in his temple at the ramparts' base, a priest
was enacting an ancient rite of invocation. And,
with the nightfall, in the jungle near at hand
another rite, the immemorial tragedy of death-in-
life, was being enacted. From the hillside came
at long intervals another sound, the belling of a
frightened stag in headlong flight before a leopard ;
the hoarse, deep cries, were unmistakably a
sambur's.
Now it was almost dark. On the lofty cupolas
the moonlight spread a patina of blue ; the para-
pets of the deserted terraces gleamed snow-white.
All the monkeys had disappeared.
In the dusk the elephants picked their way down-
hill gingerly, halting now and then, along the
time-old elephant-track. A volley of cries echoed
through the darkness of the valley. Evidently the
great deer had travelled fast and far, for the sounds
came from a distance, somewhere on our right.
Now it was pitch-dark. The temple drum was
silent, and I no longer heard the belling of the san>
bur. Had he escaped, I wondered, or was he lying